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among my new acquaintances I could not think of one that would do. None of the Straddlers would do, that was certain; I wanted some one that could be depended upon, and whose social position waa above question. Among my old friends I could think of some half-dozen that would suit me perfectly, but where were they \ Ten years' absence scatters friends as October scatters swallows. At last my thoughts fixed themselves on one man. I took a hansom and drove to his house. I found him packing up, preparing to go abroad. This was not fortunate. I took a seat on the edge of the dining-room table, and told him I wanted him to act for me in an affair of honour. I told him the story in outline. "I suppose/' he said, "it was about one or two in the morning ?"
"Later than that," I said; "it was about seven."
"My dear fellow, he struck you, and not very hard, I should imagine; you hit him with a champagne bottle, and now you want to have him out. I don't mind acting as intermediary, and settling the affair for you; he will no doubt regret he struck you, and you will regret you struck him; but really I cannot act for you, that is to say, if you are determined to force on a meeting. Just think; supposing you were to shoot him, a man who has really done you no wrong."
"My dear------, I did not come here to listen to
moral reflections; if you don't like to act for me, say so."
I telegraphed to Warwickshire to an old friend:— "Can I count on you to act for me in an affair of
